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Clara was a girl who noticed small things. She noticed the way

rain made circles in puddles and how ants carried crumbs

twice their size. One gray morning, she saw a butterfly with

wings like clear glass. It sparkled with faint rainbow edges. A

trail of golden dust followed it. "Where are you going?" Clara

whispered. The butterfly danced toward the old greenhouse at

the edge of the village.
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Clara pulled her yellow raincoat tight and followed. Her red

boots splashed through puddles. The greenhouse looked

forgotten, with cracked windows and vines creeping up the

walls. The butterfly slipped through a broken pane. Clara

pushed the door open. Inside, the air smelled of wet earth.

"Hello?" she called. Only the drip of water answered. Then she

saw the butterfly hovering over an empty flowerpot.
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The butterfly landed on a wooden bench. Clara sat beside it,

careful not to crush its delicate wings. "You're beautiful," she

said. The butterfly's wings shimmered. Suddenly, a tiny green

sprout poked out of the empty pot. Clara gasped. "Did my

words do that?" The butterfly fluttered to another pot. Clara

whispered, "You're brave," and another sprout appeared. A

soft voice behind her said, "Kind words make hidden things

grow."
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Clara turned. An old woman stood in the doorway, holding a

wooden watering can. She wore a sage-green cardigan and

round glasses. "I'm Mrs. Hazel," she said. "I've been waiting

for someone who sees what others miss." She pointed to the

sprouts. "These flowers are invisible until someone speaks

kindly to them. The greenhouse has been quiet for years. No

one says kind words here anymore." Clara's eyes widened.

"Then we must fill it with kind words!"

4



Mrs. Hazel smiled. "Yes, but we need many kind words, from

many children. Can you gather them?" Clara nodded. The

glasswing butterfly landed on her shoulder, its golden dust

tickling her ear. "I'll help," Clara said. She ran out of the

greenhouse and nearly bumped into her best friend, Toby. He

wore his green cap backwards and his pocket bulged with

marbles. "Toby!" she said. "I need your help. We must collect

kind words from everyone in the village."
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Toby laughed. "Kind words? Like 'nice shoes'?" Clara shook

her head. "Like 'you're brave' or 'you're smart' or 'thank you

for helping.'" Toby's eyes lit up. "I know lots of kids who can

help!" They ran to the village square, where children played.

Clara explained about the invisible flowers. The children

listened, curious. "So if we say something kind, a flower

appears?" asked a girl with pigtails. "Let's try!" said Toby.
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Toby went first. He found a boy sitting alone on a bench.

"You're really good at building things," Toby said. The boy

smiled. A tiny glow floated from Toby's words and zipped

toward the greenhouse. Clara saw it through the window. "It

works!" she cried. She approached a shy girl. "I like your

drawings," Clara said. The girl blushed. Another glow floated

away. The children began to share kind words with each other,

and glows filled the air like fireflies.
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The glasswing butterfly fluttered above them, its transparent

wings catching the light. It led Clara and Toby to a group of

children playing jump rope. "Can you help us?" Clara asked.

"We need kind words to save a garden." The children stopped

jumping. "What kind of words?" asked a boy with a missing

tooth. "Words that make people feel good," Toby said. The boy

thought. "My mom says I'm helpful." A glow appeared. "My

teacher says I'm a good listener," said a girl. Another glow.
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They visited the bakery, where a girl helped her father knead

dough. "You're a hard worker," Clara said. A glow floated from

the girl's smile. At the school, they found a boy who shared his

crayons. "You're generous," Toby said. A glow. At the park, an

older girl helped a younger one tie her shoe. "You're kind,"

Clara said. A glow. Each kind word sent a sparkle to the

greenhouse. The glasswing butterfly danced around them,

leaving trails of gold.
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Back at the greenhouse, Mrs. Hazel waited. "You've gathered

many kind words," she said. "But the flowers need to hear

them spoken aloud, right here." Clara looked at the children

who had followed her. "Will you help?" she asked. They

nodded. Toby stepped forward. "I'll start." He took a deep

breath. "Clara, you're the best friend anyone could have." A

warm glow filled the greenhouse. A flower appeared, its petals

bright blue.
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One by one, the children spoke. "You make me laugh," said the

boy with the missing tooth. A yellow flower bloomed. "You

always share," said the girl with pigtails. A pink flower opened.

"You listen to me," said the shy girl. A purple flower appeared.

The greenhouse filled with color and sweet smells. The

glasswing butterfly flew from flower to flower, its wings

shimmering. Clara whispered, "Thank you, everyone." A tiny

white flower bloomed at her feet.
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Mrs. Hazel smiled, her eyes soft behind her round glasses.

"You see, Clara," she said, "true beauty is not always easy to

see at first. These flowers were here all along, waiting for

kindness to make them visible." Clara looked around. The

greenhouse was no longer empty. It was a garden of kindness,

each flower a word of encouragement. "The garden is alive

again," Mrs. Hazel said. "And it's thanks to you and your

friends."
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The children explored the greenhouse, amazed by the flowers.

Toby found a flower that sparkled like his marbles. "This one's

mine!" he laughed. Clara stood beside the glasswing butterfly.

"You knew all along, didn't you?" she whispered. The

butterfly's wings fluttered, and a tiny heart-shaped flower

bloomed on the vine. Mrs. Hazel handed Clara a small packet

of seeds. "Plant these in your garden," she said. "And

remember to speak kindly to them."
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Clara and Toby walked home as the sun set. "We did it!" Toby

cheered. Clara held the seeds carefully. "Kind words are like

seeds," she said. "They grow into something beautiful." Toby

nodded. "Even if you can't see it at first." They promised to

visit the greenhouse every day. And they did. The garden grew

more colorful each week, and the glasswing butterfly always

greeted them at the door.
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Word spread about the magical garden. Children came from all

over the village to speak kind words and watch the flowers

bloom. Mrs. Hazel taught them how to care for the plants.

Clara became known as the girl who noticed small things and

shared big kindness. The glasswing butterfly was never far

away, its transparent wings a reminder that beauty can be

hidden until someone speaks with love.
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One day, Clara sat in the greenhouse, the glasswing butterfly

on her finger. "I learned something," she said to Mrs. Hazel.

"True beauty isn't always easy to see. Sometimes you have to

look with kindness." Mrs. Hazel smiled. "And sometimes you

have to speak it." The butterfly lifted into the air, its wings

catching the light. Clara knew that as long as there were kind

words, the garden would never fade. And neither would her

friendship with the butterfly.
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